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Humours of Greenock Fair. 4 | 
SEENE Il. | 
A View of Sir Jams Brac. | 1 


pottr. 
WEL I, ler them go to their fair and 
their dancing, for my part, 1 can 
take no Meaſure in their diverſions; but, 
if my Jamie was not ſo far away, I cou'd = 
be as happy as the beſt of them, 1 


$ O N . l 


YOUNG Johnny bade me to the fair, 
In hopes to eaſe my cruel pain, 

But how cou'd I take pleaſure there, i) 
When my dear Jamie's o'er the main. 
Blow fair betimes, ſoft riſing gale ; 
Kind Neptune, ſmooth the raging ſea, ; 
My prayer ſhall fil each ſpreading ſail, 
And. bring my Jamie ſafe to-me. 


— 


Two weeks are now elaps'd, and more, 
Since Jamie promis d to be here; 


Each morning's dawn I tread the ſhare, 
In hopes to meet him on the pier. 
A 2 
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Sometimes, to ſoothe my black deſpair, 
Taft my eyes towards the ſea — 
The tide is full, the wind is fair, 
But no dear Jamie comes to me, 
Near Kempack's point, what's that I fpy 
[ A ſhip appears" 
A ſhip—ſhe flies hafore the wind 
Her ſails are full, ſhe's drawing nigh, 
His well-known bark, it is, I find. 
e weeping maids of Greenock town, 
Wpoſe lover went with Jame to ſea, 
4 Dry up your tears, haſte and come down, 
"To Fer them on ſhore with * [ Exit: 


SENS 2 1 


8 c E N E I. 
A View if the Battory, 


7 amie, Bogifivain Binnacle, and other Sailors 
landing from. a Boa. | 


Fam Come, come, my bearts of gold! 
once more we are upon our native ſhore. 
Come, meſſmates, let's croud all the ſail we 
can this is a fair day in Greenock. 

Boat,, By Jove! and fo it is, meſſmate | 

Look a-head, there, my boys, don't you ſee 
that there pretty little; tight veſſel, making 
for the ten! Smite my limbs, but there's 
*. Þ Whole fleet of chem Shall we give them 
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chace ? (country laſſes croſs the ſtage] pers 
haps we may make a prize of ſome'of them. 


Jam. You may for my part, my * 
Polly has got me in tow. 6 
c Ar 
Come, come, my jolly hearts, 
Twelve months are paſt; 
Since here we hoiſted ſail * 
Then on the ſhore my Polly ſtood, — — 
* Alas! at laſt 
Her crimſon check turn'd 4 
1 we rd the land — the wav'd her hand, 
| With ſtreaming eyes — Her heavipg ſighs 
Soon ſwell'd the riſing gale. 


4 


"3. 


Come, Come, come then, bear a hand, 

From diſtant ſhores - 

We bring rich ftores, 

To bliſs our native land ; 6 
* | —— F 
Each bongy laſ, & - aps 
Comes ſmiling to the Strand, 


Tho? raging ſtorms a-while' + / -- Gor 12 
Aſſail'd our fleet, * 

We now are ſafe on ſhore ; 

Then ſwell each breaſt wm; joy, brave boys. 

Soon we'll meet N 
I Our charming girls once more. | * 42% 
| For Greenock town let us bear down; 
We'll dance and ſing, and preſents bring 
To the girls we do adore. 
Come. Come, come then, bear a-hand, 
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Enter Polly, running to Jamie. 


Pall. My dear Jamie, welcome to my 
arms! 

Jem. Thank you, thank you, my dear 
Polly : What cheer? what cheer ? how 

goes it with all our acquainrance ? 
Poll. They are all well, except poor Joe, 
my brother ; he is lately married, but does 
not live quite ſo happy as we cou'd wiſh. 

Jan. Odſo poor Joe! Pm forry fur that, 
But here's my meſſmate, Boatſwain Bin- 
nacle, as cute a dog as ever crack'd a biſ- 
cuit : he's a cute dog, and ſeldom or ne- 
ver out of his reckoning. 

Boal/. Ay, ay, my hearty [ I muſt give 
Foe ſpell ; he may be a good man enough, 
though no ſeaman ; beſides, he muſt be a 
deviliſh clever fellow that can make a good 
voyage through the ſea of Matrimony. 
Fam. Come then, my dear Polly, let's 
bend our courſe. for the town. I long to 
_ drink a cann with my old acquaintance, 
finee this is a fair-day in Greenock. 

| [ Exennt Sailors huzzang, 
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SCENE HL 
1 Pim pie s Houſe. 
Mrs Pimple entering. 


Foe Pimple ! I ſay, Joe! where are you? 
I wiſh I had you by the lug, I wad gar you 


hear me. (Enter Foe Pimple) Whare 


ha'e ye been, ye drunken profligant ? 

Jie P. Ne'er heed that: Pm here now. 

Mrs. P. Ye're here now; ye may tell a 
fool that. 

Foe P. Sac I do. 

Mrs. P. What do ye ſay, ye faivelling 
raſcal? (Drum and fife behind) Preſerve 
me ; there a' the Trades gaun thro”, and 
you minding naithing. 

Joe P. Weel, let them gang. 

Mrs P. What do ye begin to ſhoot out 

your horns again: 

Joe P. Na, gudewife, I doubt it's you 
that gars my horns ſhoot our. 

Mrs P. GYe me nane o your maſhene 
language---Bur Pm very weel ſerv'd for ha'- 
ing ony thing ado wi' the like of you, It's 
weel ken'd I had better kail in my cog, 
and ne' er prie'd them. 


6＋——ͤ— — 
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* SURE people may think that I was in drink 
To wed fic a pitiful creature: 
There was Duncan M*Dan, à more proper man, 
| Sure dever was form'd by nature: 
There was ſweet Donald Blue, and Jock from 
* the plew, 
we Th — the ſprighely young ſailor — 
When. I think upon that, will I bide fo much chat, 
Frae a ſneaking bit brat of a Taylor ? 


Then do what ye can, ye ninth part of ae, 


PU make you obey my command, Sir, 
© [Dor foils, 
Wha the plague! do ye ſueer? Joe Pimple, come 
here 3 
I wonder what keeps off my hands, Sir, 
[ Beats bim. 
. ye ſinged · like cat? 
Then ye may ken, to your ſorrow, 
Thar tho I delay to lick you the day, 
You'll be ſure to ger it the morrow. ©  [Exit, 


ee Pimp. I doubt Iwill - Weel matriage 
is an awfuꝰ thing; it brings down the ſtout- 
eſt heart amang us a and yet other great 
men ha*e been ruin'd by women as weel as 
I: There is Mac Anthony (I think they 
ca d him) was ruia'd by a filthy quean, ca'd 
Clumpatra; and there was Sampſon, wha was 
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a an, may be, as ſtrong again as I am, and 
yet he loſt ilka hair o' his head, thro the 
means of his ſweetheart- But we need na 
gang ſac far frae hame ; for there was Tam 
Boikin, my brother *prentice, though it was 


allowed that he cou'd ſew as meikle as on 


other twa men, yet he neyer drew a firm 
ſteek ſince he was married. Hey, ho, hum, 
hum ha: They're a' gude laſſes, but whar 
come a' the ill wives frae? Many nights 
ha'e I ſpent in courting,--- mony nights ha'e 
I ſpent in vain --- but, gin e' er I was.to be 
unmarried--- od I'ſe warrand I'd ne'er ſae 
mony again.” Hey ho, hum: [ Exit. 
SCENE IV. 
The Street. 


Enter Timothy Drouthy and Clumps. with 4 


Mob following. 
Tim. Oh, neighbour, what is life with - 
out our pleaſure - and yet a” the pleaſure 


we ha'e on earth is no wor th a ſauff o'tobac- 
co. No, tell me gin ye had a fa'ſe friend, 


wha had made ye expole yourfeP amang # 
your acquaintance ; that had robb'd ye «0 
every babee ye had in the warld, and made 


ye gang wi a ragged coat when ye might 


ha'e had a heal ane, wad ye no deſpiſe and 
forſake fic an acquaineance ? 
B 
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enn. 1 wad make an aich to drap his 
| acquaintance, neighbour. 

Tim Sac have I done many times; and 
yet after a', Pm fic a gude-natur'd devil. the 
moment 1 look him in the face 1 forget a 
the ill he's done me, and cou'd lay him 
next my heart There he is (pulling out a 
bottle) the ſmiling deceitfu' rogue: : thay fieſt 

fleeches you, and then dings you in the 
- utter. Od, neighbour, do ye ken what 

frſt ſet me a drinking ? 
Cum. No. , | 

Im Then ye maun ken that 'm a 
deviliſh clever fellow in the main, but the 
warld is ſac ſtupid, nae body takes notice 
o' me ; nae body offers me a glaſs o' whiſky. 

«Now, ſays I ro myſelf, I'll be mair generous 
than my neighbours; I winna let {ac meikle 


merit be neglected, and ſac I begin to treat 


myſel. | 

Clamp. And a wiſe man were ye. 
Nin. To be ſure : for gin we ought to 
reward merit in others, why ſhould we ne- 
glect it in ourſeFs? Charity begins at 
- Clamp- Very true, neighbour. 

Jin And yet there's nae perfection on 
this fide o time. What a great fool was I 
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to lang ſae meikle, a' thae four owks,- for 
this fair, for now when *tis come, what h 
it brought me. To be ſure it has brought 
the bottle four owks nearer my head, but it 
has brought my head tour owks nearer the 
grave ---- (pauſes and looks ſerious) and yer 
what's. life without our pleaſure ? lad 
chearful and drinks;) 


Enter Mrs Drouthy, and ſnatches the bottle 
from him. 

Mrs Dro Oh, ye rogue, have [ catch'd 

you? Gae out of my ſight this moment 

(She beats him, be runs from ber, and drags 


Clumps after him, the mob having {eee them 


together.) 
Clump- Hoolly, hoolly, neighbour. 
Tim D. Hoolly. By my faith, tis no 
time to be hoolly ; they maun run faſt that 
the Devil drives. fs 
Clumps, And they maun tun all too that 
the Devil drags. LZxeunt. 
| Mrs Drouthy alone. 
Let me ſee what kind of drink the rogue 
uſes --- (drinks) ------ Wae worth him, that 
naſty Highland whiſky frac Paiſley --—- od 
I've a mind to ſmaſh it to the grund -- and 


yet it's a pity to ſpill the gude creature - —— 
121 
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{drinks)---I cou'd never bide whiſky, and yet 
thro perfect ſpite I have a mind to drink 
every drap oft.------Mean-ſpirited beaſt, to 
keep ſuch low-lif d company There's the 
Woman of the next houſe, ſhe's never ſober 
moms (drinks) -- Awar, awa', the tac ha'f of 
women is a diſgrace to the tother I'm 
ſure I've aften ſaid, and 141] maintain it, that 
a drunken woman is the hind-end of a 


( Rammers aff; the bottle at her mouth) 


SCENE V. 
Yor Pimple's Houſe. 
Braifwain, Binnacle, Jamie and Joe, ſitting 
at a Table, Glaſſes and Bottles before them. 
Jan. Come, my hearts, overhaul your 
glaſſes. Boatſwain you know how to ſteer 
your courſe in this here buſineſs, and, Joe, 
hope you underſtand the ſignal : | 
"Boat. Ay, ay, my cock; but where is 


this here Landlady ? 


Joe P. Qh, ſhe canna be far loſt; I aye 
find her out by the noiſe of her tongue, 2s 
the blind man fand the mill by the ſound of 
the clapper. Gude forgie the man that 
firſt ſhap'd ont our marriage I may ſay 
he has recommended me to a ob, J will 
pot eaſily get the better ot - 


N > a 
m_ — DD A 


Joe P. Mr Binnacle, do not talk to me of 


gi'e them, but our Meg has bouch'd my af- 
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Boatſ. Come, come, Joe, cheer up, my 
boy, we'll make her tack about, Pll warrant, 
There is a meaſure - 


meaſures. I ha'e ta'en mony ane's meaſure, 
but gin ĩt were the will o' Fortune chat Iwere 
to take her meaſure in the kirk. yard, ob; wi 
what pleaſure wou'd I carry hame my wark. 

Jam. Well, welt, meſſmates 

I muſt go and ſpeak to Polly. Exit. 

Joe P, Weel that love's an awfu' thing, 
but I ha'e no been in love myſel', ſince the 
ſecond day after I was married; and yet I've 
had my day amang the laſſes; ſhame fa“ 
them, poor things; mony a ſair heart did 1 


fection, but ſhe ſhanny lead me by the noſe 
any longer. 


Enter Mrs Pimple, takes him by the noſe, ans 


leads him down the Stage. 
Mrs P. Ye winna be led by the noſe": 2 


your betters ha'e been led by the nofe-by 8 
their wives, and never had the impudence - N 
to complain, ſaucy raſcal! Yowre a pretty 0 
merchant indeed. to break throꝰ a cuſtom 
that's been carried on, gude kens how long. 
. Boat). Come Miſtreſs, fetch us ſome por- 
ter. 
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Ars P. Joe, do ye hear the gentleman ? 
Foe P. Yes. (he goes and brings a bottle) 
Boat. Why don't you bring a mug. 
Foe P. Goſh keep us! that's true. 


Goes out and returns with a mug without the 
bottle. 


Beaiſ. Where the devil have 1 you ſtow'd 
the bottle, Joe? 
Poe. Weel, gin e er Law the like e' this! 
Now, I juſt ſet it down while I was looking 
for the mug, aud ſhame fa' the car, gin it has 
na gane out o* my head, as clean's a leek. 
But Pſe bring it. (goes and returns with- 
our mug or bottle.) Gentlemen, has ony of 
you got a ſcrew ? 


Boat). . A ſcrew! Smite my limbs, Joe ! 


where's the bottle and mug; 
Foe P. Ods clippings and patches! Weel 


gin I ha'e na carried them in a miſtake to 
the next room, to Donald Blue, Jamie the 


Gyre, Mr, Balaam, Satan, Curly Rae, and 
twa or three other gentlemen. Weel, Mr. 
Binnacle, before I was married, I was as 
' ſharp as a needle, but now I'm grown as 
ſtupid as a gooſe. 

Mrs P. Then ga'e out of the room this 
minute, wi' your needles and your gule, ye 
gander. Gae out, I ſay. | 


PX 4 
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Boat / Come, come, miſtreſs, you muſt not 
carry ſo much fail, you muſt tack abour, 
or I'm afraid you'll get upon a lee-ſhore. 

Mrs P. Lie afhore : --- Gre me nane of 
your palavers, ye can lie at ſea as weel as 
we can lie aſhore. 

Boalf. Zounds : miſtreſs, if T had the com- 
mand. of you, ſplit my jaws, I wound keel- 
haul --- but Ill fay no more- 

Mrs P. Kill all: troth, I think, you ſay 
enough. 

Boatſ- Poor Joe: better for you be con- 
demned to ſtand the watch every night, 
for five glaſſes. 1 

Mrs P. Five glaſſes, gad he thinks lit | i 
tle oꝰ ten glaſſes. It was but yeſterday I | 
carch'd him at the whiſky bottle, del be A 
in his wame, I'ſe warran* he ſucked out a by 
chappin. q 

Boa / Zounds, miſtreſs, I find you can't 
ſound the depth of my lingo. C neiſe without, 

Mrs P. Bleſs me. there's the whiſky brew» 
er coming to ſeek filler, but you think of nae- 
thing but drinking, and leave me to defraud 
af the expence oꝰ the family, and I'm obliged 
to crave what you truſt too- I'm ſure / 
hate run about this week. eight or nine days 
ſucceſsfully, and cou'd na get a farthing. 


Dd 


Mi 
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Enter un Brewer and Highland Boat- 


man. 

High B. Hou do you, Mr Pimmal, mo 
chulain goalich. What you no underſtand 
that chulain goalich, you're fine whelp- 

Foe P. Fine _ de'il ſpeed your 
manners 

High. What aid I put anger on you. On 
loah mo ehriodh, Mr. Pimmel. 

Foe P. Wbat do you ſay? ſpeak Engliſh. 

. High 1 fay a loah mo chriodh, that's 

= __ youre good calf. | 

"Mrs. P. Good calf, gae out of this houſe, 
Sir. 

High. Oh pies a pardon, Mrs Pimpall, 

T love ſpeak Earſe, that l no forget. No 


bheoch boch'd. 
Mrs P. Beo Bo. What's that? 


© High. Beoch boched, that's, youre a 
poor beaſt, Mr. Pimpall. 

*Mrs P. Poor beaſt; ye raſcal, you ſhoud 
de lick till the very dogs won'd pity you. 
Lig The dogs pity me, ha he, he, cod 
they're no ſo tender hearted more than 
e . Mrs Pimpall.- . f 

r P. Ve raſcal, Il * you eat your 
words 7 you leaye this houſe. 
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High. Eat my words! ha, ha, he—a High- 


landman eat his words! cod I rather faſt 
this fortnight- 


Qmnes, Ha, ha, ha: 
High. Are you making a laugh upon my 
languaſh ? damme, if I ſink you give me any 


of your ſhaw, I make my ſtick dance a ſhig 


upon your ſkull, 

Boat, You: you lubber: 

High. Come, come, friend, help me knock 
him down. 

Hiſt. B. No, no: I never lift my hand 
to any body, I make my whiſky knock them 
down. Ha, ha, ha : 

M.. P. Poor beaſt indeed; my faith, I 
canna ſay the lave ot. Oh gin my brother 
the impoſter at London; or my couſin, the 
male factor, at Glaſgow, were here -I was 
never ſo uſed in my life-time, for it is weel 
kenn4d, wherever I was, I was exteem'd by 
auld and young, and had aye the reproba- 
tion o' my neighbours. But, Joe, it is a 
your wite. 

Boat. Indeed, Mrs Pimple, I — Joe 
does not deſerve fo . a convoy. 

Mrs. P. Gi'es nane of your pala vers, ye 
blockhead ; ye canna ſpeak a mouthfu? 5 
ſenſe. 
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- Boat. He does not deſerve ſo good a wife. 
A; Mrs. P. Oh, is that what you mean, Sir, 
roth I ſee you're a lad that ken ſomething 
of the warld, 
* Boat. He ought to be brought to the 
gangWay, 
. Mrs. P. Oh no, Sir, you need na gang 
away yet; I like to talk wi' a ſenſible man. 
Boat. And as he is of no uſe in this houſe, 
PT ſoon clear the deck of ſuch lumber 
3 L liſtles. Enter the Preſs gang. ]] Come, 
1 meſſmates, take this here lubber on board 
a trip or two to ſea may make ſomething of 
3 him, 
| 1 * Mrs P. A trip to fea! oh dear, our Joe 
is japann'd, our Joe is japann'd--You rogue, 
why do you bring a preſs-gang here? Does 
the king allow yon to part agy honeſt man 
and his wife for naething. 

Boat. Oho; is the wind ſhifted at laſt ? 
well, miſtreſs, down upon your marrow- 
bones, and own that Joe is your commo- 
dore, your admiral, your Lord and maſter, 
and we won't take him, 

Mrs. P, Waes me: I'm unco unwilling 
*o do that, and yet, if they take him awa' 
I' break my heart; for then I ſhall hae nae- 


body to put out my anger upon. /#nee!s ) 


ES _— 


GREENOCK FAIR, 19 


Boat. Now, repeat my words---I promiſe 


to be a loving and affectionate wife. 


Mrs. P.1 promiſe to be a loving and con- 
fectionate wife - | 

Boat. To live in ſabjeQion to my huſ- 
band, as every honeſt woman ought. 

Mrs. P. To live in objection to my huſ- 
band, as every honeſt woman ought. 

Boat. And to aſſiſt him in every thing 
that's lawful. 

Mrs. P. And to reſiſt him in every thing 
that's lawful. | 
Joe P. Ods clippings and patches, while 
ſhe is down, keep her down, till ſhe own 7 
am a man, | 

Mrs, P. Weel, Joe, I own you are, 

Joe P. And that a taylor is as gude as 
another man. 

Mrs, P. Weel, ſae I do. 

Foe P. Weel, weel, I aſk nae mair. 
embrace) and ſorrow rive their chafts that 
ſay otherwiſe, for there's mony ane oꝰ them 
wad make but a very ſcurvy figure, gin it 
was na for the taylor, and no gin 1 had 
the raſcal that firſt threw ſuch a ſcandalous 
reflection upon our trade, I wou'd clip his 
ears, And I'm ſure I cou'd do it, For a 
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wan that gets the better of an unruly wife, 


need na be afraid to face any thing. 


Mrs. P. And now gin any body wou'd 
make a poet or a ſang upon us to teach a* 
wives never to conſpire to o'er muckle 
power, for fear, that, like the dog in Hy- 
flop's Fable, they loſe the ſubſtance for the 
ſhadow. W 
Enter Jamie and Polly 

Jamie. Joe, I give you joy, and Boat- 
ſwain, I overheard all you ſaid, and ſince 
things are ſo well ſettled, let's make a day 


of it. To-morrow, my dear Polly and / 


ſhall take a trip to the church, where the 


parſon ſhall moor us in the happy harbour 
of Matrimony. 


Boat. With all my heart. 
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Boat. Come now, my hope, let us rejoice 

Since all diſputes are over, 
- And Joe, you'll find your wife more kind, 

And you muſt always love her. 

Tis all in vain to live in pain, 
Or yield to grief and ſorrow. 

Then let's be gay, perbaps we may 
Not live to ſing to-morrow. 


Chorus. Come drown each care, enjoy the fair, 
And ſwim in midſt of pleaſure ; 
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An eaſy mind you'll always find. 
The height of worldly ueaſure. 
Jamie. Let flowing Clyde, fair Scotland's pride, 
Be prince of every river, 
And Greenock town riſe in renown, 
For ever and for ever. 
May your ſhips, at ſea, protected be 
In midſt of ſtorms and dangers : 
May your trade extend to the world's far end, 
Among both friends and ftrangers. 
Chorus. Then drown each care, &c. 
Pall. May no ſad care come ever near 
Your honeſt hearts to vex you, 
No loſs of wealth, nor want of health, 
Have power to perplex you. 
With our true friends whom we wiſh bleft, 
We humbly beg to rank you; 
For favours paſt, and for this laſt, 
With prateful hearts we thank you. 
Chor. Then drown each care, Oc, * 
Mrs P. Now we'll conclude our Interlude, | | 
Too long I fear we've teaz d you; 
Each fault forgive, for, as we live, ; 
"Twas our deſign t have pleas d you,» © 
The author owns he fears your frowns a „ | 
For what he has come ſhort in. 5 5 
Then ladies ſmile, his fears beguile. e | 
And fo we'll drop the curtain. 2 
Chorus. Then drown each care, Cc. | 


7 
A dance, after which Joe Pimple is carried 4 
off in triumph N 


GAEENOCK FAIR. 
Enter Critic and Aut hor ; 


AvuTx+ Well, Sir, you have ſeen my piece? 
" how'd be glad to have your opinion of it. 
Carric. My opinion is, that it is moſt 
wretched ſtuff, quite low! curſed low! What 
did you mean by bringing in your High- 
land Boatman, and your Whiſky Brewer ? 
They are no way-neceflary in the plot, if 
you have any plot; tell me why you have 
brought them to your fair ? 
Aux Sir, if you wou'd take the trouble 
to aſk half the people at a fair what brought 
them, 1 believe, they cou'd ſcarce anſwer 
you, then how the duce do you imagine I 
ſhould. 
Carre. In one word, I think nothing at 
all of it · 
Aurnx, Well Sir, I'm not the firſt whoſe 
labour has ended in nothing at all. Mr. 
Well will you pleaſe to favour us with the 


* I wrote upon that ſubject. 
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(Set by Mr. Wells.) 


WHEN Yankie took firſt in his head to rebel, 

We did our endeavours his fury to quell ; 

Great armies, like muſhrooms, ſprung up with ſurpriſe, 

At ſirſt we ſeem'd doubtful to credit our eyes. 

Swift tranſports with legions ſtript over the main, 

Some thouſands were wounded, ſome thouſands were 
ſlain; | 

At laſt what remain'd, we were forc'd to recal, 

Pray what made we of it? — Juſt nothing at all 


The lawyer, good man, at his client's command, 
By the help of a fee takes his buſineſs in hand ; 
He enters his proceſs, and then works away, 
And heaps new expences on't day after day. 
At laſt, when ſome twelvemonths are over and gone, 
To the client's great joy, the cauſe may be won ; 
When charges are ſettled, his comfort's but ſmall, 
Pray what are his profits ? — Juſt nothing at all. 


Bill Slim wrote a challenge and ſent to Tom Spark, 
To meet him next morning by five in the park ; 
For twas his opinion that he wou'd not come, 
But, oh! the dear boy was miſtaken in Tom. , 
When Bill ſaw him coming, his courage ſoon fled, 
Tom cou'd not perſuade him to pull out his blade: 


<q 2 * 
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1 Bf iheo hd for kick bim, and beat him gud maul, 
yi Billy es he'd — wrote nothiog at all. . 


WES Se w full of nothin kind udgin 
5 * voy a Ts 2 
te pleas'd to forgive this poor nothing of our's . 
Y © Rnce nothing from nothing maſt certainly come, 
| * nothing chat wrote it, tis thought ſo by ſome : 
neking we'Wadd bur a line or two more, 


3 6. de pen ot cas graiude, then we'l} give o'er 3 


JI 2 e Will that facceſs may attend on you all, 
* 8 2 we wiſh lefs,—we'll with nothing 2 all, 


7 


